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PREFACE 
This is not a book, but some time ago Peggy Thomas 
asked. me would I write some details of the happenings 
of the Forward family, and my mother's side also. 
After starting several years ago, I will try and give some 
details of the earlier days, also of stories told by my 
parents, aunts and uncles. 
I want to honour our Lord with a grateful heart 
for our Grandparents who honoured their Lord. 


My heartfelt thanks to John & Beth Anderson 
otherwise this would never be in print. 


JUST MY MEMORIES 


GEORGE & AMELIA MORSE of Paradise 

This is just a little I’d like to pass on to my family, and relatives of our 
loved Grandparents. 

Little is known of George till he arrived 
at Deloraine, aged 13, from England after a 
long voyage on the sailing ship “Commodore 
Perry.” 

As a young man he was given a tract to 
read by a Salvation Army lass which was to 
change his life. He gave his heartto the Lord [im nadie 
and remained a faithful Christian right through 3 a 
his life. 

Grandad had two sisters, always known to us as Aunt Day (Mary - 
married Harry Day) and Aunty Jordon (Lottie -married Harry Jordon). Aunt Day 
was an invalid. Her home was on Morse Road, Kentish. This was a great home 
to visit, and her family was close. Charles, her son, lived close and we had many 
visits to that home. Charles son, Jack, sadly died at a very early age. We saw 
little of Aunt Jordon who lived at Deloraine. 

He married a young woman, a daughter of a hotel keeper at Deloraine. 
(The hotel is now amuseum.) His wife, Louise Thomas, died at the birth of 
their baby, Louise (Louie). She was brought up by Aunt Ellen Morse (second 
wife of Charles Morse, George’s father), who loved her greatly, along with her 
son, Bert. She was a godly woman and much loved. She was twenty four 
years of age when she married Charles, who was aged sixty. George married 
again, to a daughter of a hotel keeper at Elizabeth town, Sarah Amelia Spicer 
(Millie). A Grandmother to be proud of. In later years George moved to 
Sheffield on the old Paradise Road. It was at this home Victor Roy Vernon and 
Ada Bernice Lillian were born. Amelia had one brother, John. He lived in the 
quaint little white cottage over the road from the Elizabeth Town Hotel. It was 
here that we all enjoyed so many holidays. It is still there and how I would love 
to once more see inside this cottage. It has left me with lasting memories. 

John had a store by the home. While May, his wife, such a kind lady, kept the 
Post Office on the side of the house. They had two children, Mary (Molly) and 
Merve. Molly became a nurse and Merve was in the Police force. Molly 
lived in Devonport in later years, where we so often saw her. I have three of her 
bark paintings and a brooch of her work which I so admire. She was near her 
ninetieth birthday and I asked her what she would like for that occassion. Her 
reply, “Just a stew and peach pie”. Sadly she passed away quietly just before her 
big day. 


John and May were special, much loved Uncle and Aunt. Another sister, Ada 
Wyatt, lived on Vinegar Hill, Sheffield. 

George later built a home at Paradise, above where Arn’s home now 
stands. Until more babies arrived, a new home was built lower down with a 
wonderful view of Mt. Roland. Their family grew from Roy and Lily to Ella 
Beatrix, Effie May who died at the age of four months, then Ivy Beryl, Ira 
Granville, Clive Spicer, Ruby Mabel, : 
Arnold Reuben and Cyril Baydon- 
Powell. 

This home became a second 
home to Ray and I. If our mother was 
ill we would be off to Paradise. We 
had a welcome anytime. Our 
Grandparents were so loved. 

George was a fine man and very 
respected. He had some quaint ways. 
Their home was an open home, no one 
was ever refused a meal or a bed. Hawkers with their horse-drawn cart full of 
pins, clothes and tins of all sorts slept under their cart, but always had a good 
meal before leaving. George loved going to sales and buying good and 
sometimes worthless things. One one trip he bought a bed-room hand basin full 
of odds and ends. Grandma pulled out a small tea pot and handed it to me 
saying, “There is something for you today Eileen.” As we seldom were given a 
gift, this was and still is very special. I still have it. George left the training of 
his family to Millie. He was a farmer and was always hardy and in good health. 
No-one was allowed warm water to wash in. I did sneak some out one morning. 
At these times Grandad would always turn up. He did that time, and I was to see 
it thrown outside, steam rising, with “Golly girl, what you up to?” No sores or 
cuts missed his eye. When seen, he would take us into his bedroom, open a big 
pine cupboard and out came the Carbolic and we were given a good dab. You 
danced in pain, but no festers afterwards. 

Sunday was a big day. We went to West Kentish for a meeting, lunch and 
another meeting, then home, with milking to be done. After the evening meal 
the big dining room would fill for the evening service, attended by all locals. 

This became too crowded, so Saturday it was to the granary where we moved 
bales of hay to form seats and the services were held there with a lantern for light. 
Finally George gave a piece of land fora church. This was blown over on two 
occassions. Today it is still used as the Gospel Chapel in Sheffield. 

At this time a new road was built which cut through Georges farm, but it 
was a much shorter route to Sheffield. George would ride his horse to Sheffield 
in winter time, stop at the hotel, never getting off his horse and would ask for a 
mug of ale. A young man asked him was that wise. George replied “I see no 
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harm boy.” Will Pullen asked him if it would be a stumbling block to a new 
Christian. His reply, “Boy, I never thought of that. I’ll never do it again” and he 
never did. He only had it to warm himself for the long ride home. 

He had his own ideas about animals. One time a steer refused to get up 
and the boys were desperate. Along comes George. “You chaps don’t know 
anything.” He got some mud, rolled it into a ball and stuffed it up the steers 
nostrils and the beast gave a heave and was up on its feet in seconds. 

A young chap declared he could make Mr. Morse loose his temper, as no 
one ever saw George in any kind of rage. The chap lit some straw and held it up 
to the cuff of his trousers. When it got a bit warm, George looked down, brushed 
it out and said, “I wonder how that dashed thing got alight”. After tea, George 
would have a roaring fire in the dining room and Amelia would read the paper to 
him. No one dared make asound. Iwas teased by my Uncles. Bedtime and if 
it was moonlight, George would wake up and yell out, “You jolly boys, get up 
when I tells you”. The boys would pick up their boots and bounce them about 
and go back to sleep - George too. So many stories could be told, but now it’s 
Grandmothers turn. 

She was so capable, though often in poor health. She trained her family 
well. She had no machine to help with sewing and she made the family baby 
gown by lamp or candle light. It’s beautiful, and now well over one hundred 
years old. All the ten children, and Ray and I wore it. I have now passed it on 
to my niece, Ruth Overton, for safe keeping. | How I wish her grandchildren 
knew her as Ray & I did. She saw so few of them. She knitted, tatted and 
crotcheted. She netted her curtains and doylies. These were done on mesh 
needles varying from wide for the curtains to narrow for the doylies. She then 
worked beautiful designs on them. She made her own soap candles, cooked, 
made bread, butter, cheese, jam, preserved fruit, sold her butter and eggs to be 
replaced with groceries. Potato bags were made into mats, sugar bags into 
aprons and bed-side mats, oatmeal bags became pillow slips, fancy aprons, 
underwear, all of them lovingly trimmed. Nothing was wasted. Her holidays 
were few and far between. When able, she would ride her horse, side-saddle, 
with the present baby on her lap, to Elizabeth Town and stay with John and May. 
These were great occassions. Most of the riding was down Kentish rough track 
roads. 

My mother often spoke of those hard early days. She, at last, got a little 
hand sewing machine. This was a great joy to her. I remember that time. 

The kitchen stood well away from the house until George built a new one 
onto the home with a little store room on the verandah. The old kitchen was to 
become a wash house, bathroom. Tubs were used for washing up to this time. It 
was all done outside on benches come winter or summer. These women worked 
hard in winter. A huge fire was lit where the Peters oven once stood. On bath 
nights it was great to dry and dress in comfort but we all made a dash for the 
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house once the door was open, often with snow about. Grandma, like all the 
farmers wives, had their trade mark for their butter. I used that marking many 
years later when I made our own butter. She became very ill with cancer and not 
wishing to die in hospital, she was brought home from Latrobe in a horse drawn 
ambulance. Grandad was helpless with his caring for the children. He prayed 
that Millie would live for seven years till Cyril would be able to care for himself. 
Grandma took clover tea. Many times Ray and I would gather the flowers in the 
paddock and the girls would boil it up, strain it and it was the means of saving her 
life. With prayer, she lived eleven more years and died of a heart attack. 
Grandad asked my Dad to go for a walk and he then told Dad, “I asked for seven 
years, and God gave me eleven. I bow to His will with a thankful heart”. But it 
was never the same for George. He battled on with his daughters to care for him. 
Having never been ill, he couldn’t battle against an attack of ‘flu’ and he passed 
away. Many said it was more likely the shock of being ill, rather than the flu. 

By this time, most of the family were married and each Christmas the family | 
gatherings were held as the grand-children grew in number. When fine, the 
meals were in a big cart shed. Travelling was in a buggy, pony trap or on horse. 
George had a pair of ponies, Kitt and Torry. The later was not to be trusted. | 
was out with Grandad, and was not a capable rider, when Torry took off. I let 
the reigns go flat with fright on Kitt, with George yelling “Hold the reigns tight 
girl,” but Kitt was alright. 

In winter out in the open roads it was bitterly cold and in summer, the dust 
was a trial. We wore dust coats of tussor silk and usually veils over the hats - 
hats most uncomfortable, made of wire and trimmed. 

Both our Grandparents’ funerals were large. On the day of Grandma’s, 
there was snow everywhere. The funeral was over a mile long. They have left 
us, but such memories are very precious. I have a feeling of deep pride for a 
Godly couple. Their graves are in the Sheffield Cemetery and they are with the 
Lord. 

Sarah Amelia 8-6-1857 - 12-7-1919 

George - 16-7-1923 


LOUISE CHARLOTTE THOMAS (LOUIE) = 
ALFRED RICHARDSON 
My memories go back many long years to Alf and 
Louie Richardsons’ home at Chudleigh. I spent many 
happy holidays there. It was such a happy home. 
Louie was a real home maker. How I loved to go and 
watch her making butter to be sent to Becks grocery shop 
in Charles Street in Launceston, where my mother would 
go and buy Louie’s butter. They had a family of six. 
I can still picture the big family kitchen where Louise 
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toast would be made, slice upon slice, buttered hot and stood on the hob of the 

Peters Oven. As each one came in from milking etc. the toast was ready. How I 

loved it. Today I realize how flat and soggy it was. Louie’s fruit cakes were 

beautiful and always on hand. Sunday dinner was a treat. It was held in the big 
dining room. 

The spare bedroom was so neat with its marcella bed spread and pillow 
sham, starched stiff, covering the pillows for show. 

She was a help meet to Alf. At one visit, on going to Deloraine, I bought 
a little guest towel for my glory box. I still have it, just a reminder of by gone 
days. 

Louie’s mother (nee Thomas) died when Louie was born (27-3-1874). 
Aunt Ellen Morse lovingly brought her up and she was a real mother to her. 
How we loved this aunt, too. In much later years Ellen’s great, great, grand son 
is to marry my grand-daughter, Catherine Shekleton. 

After Louie married on 19th May, 1897, Alf bought a farm at Chudleigh 
where he built their comfortable family home. 

After Harold’s marriage to Edie Stone, many visits were made to their 
home across the railway line which ran through Alf’s property. There was 
always a welcome there too. 

It is strange, or maybe how God works in our lives. As Margaret was an 
unexpected baby and mother felt I should have help while she was in hospital, it 
was arranged that Leila should come for a few weeks. She remained in 
Launceston and met Ralph Young whom she married. She dressed for her 
wedding at 67 Abbott Street. It was a quiet wedding. I still have snaps of she 
and Ella on that day. 


ee 


The family: 
Harold = Edie Stone Leila = Ralph Young 
Ella = Reg King Arnold = Sylvia Stone 


Ethel = Laurie Ashdown Ray = Thelma Adams 


Sadly, all have passed away and only Thelma is left, but my memories of 


Alf and Louie and family and of the love shown us all are very precious. ’ 
One time Ella and Charles Dazeley were staying with them and Charles - 

went fishing and caught a trout (out of season). It was a beauty. Charles wasn’t 

parting with this one, so he hooked it to his braces and let it hang down under his e 

trousers. He got back safely and we had fish for tea. It left Charles’ trousers 

very smelly. 


To my memory, Louie seldom went out. She worked hard and loved her 
family, home and garden. 


Louise Charlotte Thomas 27-3-1874 - 7-7-1948 


VICTOR ROY VERNON = KATE NUNN 

Roy married Kate Alice Nunn on 2nd December, 
1903 at Sheffield, where their children were born. My 
mother, Lily was married in May and Roy in December 
the same year. They had three children, Elsie, Mervern 
and Les. Mervern died at the age of four. When Elsie 
and Les were young, Roy moved from Sheffield to Mt. 
Hicks where he farmed for some years. They later 
moved nearer to Yolla and built a very comfortable 
home. It wasn’t till we, as a family, moved to Wynyard 
that Ray and I got to really know this family. We loved 
Kate. Roy never seemed to hurry, yet he always made 
it. He was a good farmer and husband, and loyal to the 
Methodist Church till later in years he joined the Brethren and they were very 
welcomed. 

Elsie was a great help to him. She loved outdoor interests. She cared for 
her parents with love. 

Kate was so handicapped in later years. After two falls and two broken 
hips she battled. The doctor told her both times that she would never walk again, 
but Kate had other ideas. She did learn to walk again, mostly leaning on an old 
wash stand after Uncle Charles had put it on wheels. On one occasion she told 
herself she was to make their bed. It took her half an hour. She said to me “But I 
made it”. She was a kind, homely person who loved to entertain. I have had 
many, many holidays in this happy home. 

One time, when cars were being more used, Roy bought one. I never felt 
over happy when out with him. While driving to Wynyard on a windy road with 
some sharp bends and he would look down the gully and say “Dashed nice lot of 
spuds down there”. I’d far rather he’d kept his eye on the road. 

Elsie saw the need for a Sunday School at Mt. Hicks. She had this 
Sunday School for many years. It was held in an old tin shed. For picnics she 
would cook for days, preparing food to cater for this occasion. She needed help, 
and Mr. Arnold Jordon was able to assist for some time. Finally Elsie contacted 
the Burnie Gospel Hall and they gave her help at once. From this humble 
beginning an assembly was started and still carried on, though lower in numbers 
as people have left the district or passed away. 

You never came away from this home without a jar of cream, bottle of 
milk or eggs, a generous family. Elsie still gave away till her death in 1981 at the 
Wynyard Hospital, leaving behind a big gap in mine and others lives. 

Les was ten days older than me. We were great mates. He was a 
Christian man, helping on his father’s farm until his marriage to Lorna Diprose on 
5th September, 1936. Lorna is from a very well known family in Yolla. That 
was a very special occasion in the Yolla Methodist Church and the reception at 
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the Diprose home. They made their home across from Roy’s. Again, there was 
always a welcome there. Lorna was, and still is, a great cook. 

They had three children and nine grandchildren. Marjorie married 
Norm Reeve, Brian married Heather Overton and Bill married Kate McKinner. 
Marjorie and Norm’s son, Andrew, was sadly killed in a motor accident at the age 
often. Brian and Heather have just restored Roy’s home and are now living 
there. By the photo it is a big change, more up to date - looks great! Their son, 
Jan married Jini-Maree Doughul. Trevor is still at home and Marjorie has Helen 
married and one grand daughter. David and Kathryn are unmarried. Bill and 
Kate with Erica, Stuart and Rowan are now living in the Carrick area in a much 
more suitable home, with Lorna in her cosy little home across the poddock. All 
have settled in well. Bill is enjoying better health. Lorna is getting her garden 
in order. It was a big change for her, after living in Yolla all her life. 

My mother never really forgave Roy in their young days. There was a 
black currant tart for dinner. Lily saved a nice little piece for the last. Roy, 
eyeing it, said to his mother “Lily had a bigger piece than me” so Lily was told to 
hand that tit bit to Roy who took it feeling very satisfied and left a very sad little 
girl. But he was nevera mean man. He was a quiet, loving and generous uncle. 


Roy 19-3-1880 - 20-4-1961 

Kate 7-9-1878 - 9-8-1970 aged 92 years 
Elsie 7-12-1904 - 24-11-81 

Les 22-10-1908 - 22-10-1989 


Andrew Reeve died 13-2-80 aged 10 years. 


ADA BENICE LILLIAN (LILY) = JAMES STANLEY FORWARD 

I will have lots more to say about these loved parents, as this is mainly for 
a record for my family. 

We, as a family, Ray, Eileen, Esrom (Bob) and Margaret, were very 
blessed to have such wonderful parents who showed so much love and gave us a 
Christian up bringing. How much we owe them. It was a “happy home”. 

Lily was the eldest daughter in the family. 
_ She was well trained and was a great help to her 
_mother. Later, when married, she became a real 
“home maker”. 
She met Stan, as a very young man, when he 
went to Sheffield to work for Harry Day, a cousin 
of my mothers, and was a lonely young chap. 
| On being asked to go to the Gospel Hall at 
Kentish, Stan wasn’t so sure. He didn’t want to 
_be seen either, but accepted the invite and walked 
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over paddocks and was greeted very warmly. But what impressed him was 
everyone doing things, such as stabling the horses, helping in preparing for the 
services without payment. Stan had been paid one penny at Christ Church to 
blow the bellows of the organ. He continued to worship at Kentish. One home 
he was invited to was the Morses. He was made so welcome, and finally fell in 
love with the eldest daughter, Lily. Some time later, Stan went to work for 
T.J.Clark and was sent to Wilmot. 

After Stan and Lily were engaged he moved to Burnie to work for 
“Tattersalls”, who as a family, were to become close friends. Stan came back to 
claim his bride. They were married under a huge “Kentish cherry tree” in the 
back yard in May, 1903. A reception was held in a large tent, the adults being 
served first. and later the children. One little girl, Rhoda Pullen, sat down, only 
to be called by her parents to come home. This was a very sore point for Rhoda. 
Years went by and she was able to be with our parents for their silver wedding. 
This did heal the sore spot. She loved the evening. 

After their wedding they lived in Burnie. Mother’s first friend was Mrs. 
Alex Greenhill (Florrie). This family have been close ever since. Only Lexie, 
Mrs. Cherry, of St. Helens is left. We keep in touch and have had many visits to 
their home with her sons, Graeme and Gerald. Ray was born in Burnie. 

Stan was asked to go to Tullah to manage the store for Dunkley Bros. 
Lilly cried when she left Burnie, but later was to say she cried more when she left 
Tullah. They made such friends. It was a wild mining town and the only access 
in or out was a horse drawn tram with no comforts. Later there was a little train, 
in 1909 or 1910. The engine was Wee George Wood. Ray had the thrill of 
riding into the town in the cabin on its first trip. 

I was born at Tullah on the third of November, 1908. Auntie May Spicer 
came to nurse Mum. It was through her quick thinking she saved my eye sight 
for life. The doctor was drunk when he attended at the birth. 

Ray was a happy boy. He loved a quiet life. He had a tricycle which he 
didn’t put away when told to and Stan fell over it. It was hung up for a week and 
Ray never made that error again. 

Travelling to Paradise was slow, sometimes taking two full days. (Now you can 
drive there in a few hours). The little train took us to Farrell Siding. It was 
often a wait for the train from Zeehan, and then on to Burnie. If the Coast train 
had gone, you stayed the night there. Then it was a train to Railton, and a coach 
trip to Sheffield which was later replaced by a rail motor. On arrival, someone 
would meet us from Paradise with the buggy. 

There came another change and we moved back to Burnie in 1911. —i 
remember little of Tullah, but I do well remember Mrs. Morgan’s butter. She 
would fill my hands and I’d go home licking it. I still love butter. Stan went 
back to Tattersalls to work and Mr. Greenhill built our nice home in Princess 
Street. But Stan had a vision of owning his own business. He bought one in 
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Wynyard, a grocery store with our home joining the shope It was very large and 
Ray and I loved it. We had to polish the large entrance hall. Sitting on mats and 
sliding up and down made it fun and it worked. It was there that Lily took into 
our home baby Maude Forward. Her mother, Ada, had died leaving my uncle 
Henry Forward with a family of six. How we loved Maudie. When she was one 
year of age Henry remarried. Belinda Smith of Ridgley became a real mother to 
the family and we lost our loved Maudie. Stan then moved his business to the 
main shopping centre and built a new home in East Wynyard. Lily became very 
ill and the doctor advised them to leave the coast with it’s easterly weather and so 
it was another move, this time to Scottsdale. Stan bought a hard-ward shop, 
including a furniture and undertaker business. The latter he sold, but not before 
handing a notice to go in the local paper to Dorah Booth in the office which said 
“Why live and be miserable when you could be dead and buried for so much.” 
The poor girl didn’t know where to look until she caught the twinkle in his eye. 
The Booth family were great friends. Many long years later Dorah’s niece, 
Heather, was to be come my aunt. 

Dad called his cars ‘Barney’. There were no driving tests then. He was 
shown how to crank it, the gears and the sales man departed. Some how Stan 
drove without mishaps. One morning he was cleaning his shoes. He called out 
to Mum to “grab that pair of fowls, we are going to Paradise.” I can see Mum 
at the door. “Stan, do you mean it?” He did, and after a rare rush we were off, 
giving everyone such a surprise on arrival. Grandma wasn’t well and was in bed. 
Next day was wet and cold. I’ll never forget that Sunday. There was a big fire 
in the bed-room. It was a special day. We returned home the following day and 
very shortly after we got the sad news that our dear loved Grandma had died 
suddenly. She was a wonderful woman who left a huge gap in our lives. 

Esrom arrived while at Scottsdale. He was a beautiful baby and gave us a 
lively time. He was able to charm every one. I was nine years old and loved 
this baby. I told Dad I was still going to pray for a sister. I did and she came 
with so much joy to our family. Esrom was full of fun. During one family 
reading and prayer time when Esrom was about eighteen months to 2 years old, 
he piped up “Let bubby read”. He got a dictionary, upside down and sat on my 
little chair and said, “Moses say to Pharoah, let my children go and Pharoah say I 
wont.” We sat spell-bound. 

Poor Lily was often in despair. How was one to punish this little chap? 
Smacking was useless. One time she decided to shut him in the bathroom. He 
wont find anything there to amuse him. He was so quiet. Mum looked at me 
and said, “Come and see what he is up to.” There sat my dear little brother, all 
smiles, covered in ashes, as was the bathroom. He’d been into the chip heater. 

Then there was another move to Launceston where Dad opened a business 
at 87 Brisbane Street. It was a big venture and he did well. He bought a home 
at 67 Abbott Street. These were up and down days. I became ill and it was a 
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big tax on them financially, but he managed to cope. Then World War 2 

broke out and not being able to obtain goods as he had no extra store, he closed 
his shop and banked his money to reopen when Esrom returned from the war. In 
the meantime, J.R.Green asked him to join their staff, knowing Dad’s customers 
would follow him. They did too, and up to eighty six years of age, his cash sales 
were always the highest. 

Esrom returned safely, for which we thanked God, but he had ideas other 
than restarting the business with his Dad. Stan stayed on at Greens on his 
conditions. He wanted Wednesday free for visiting and taking scripture classes 
in schools. This was willingly given. He was also free to take a funeral service 
or visiting someone who was ill in hospital. During this time our dear little 
sister was born. Dad walked in, trying not to smile , to give Leila (Richardson) 
and I the great news. What joy and comfort she has brought to us all. She 
was born premature and was tiny. 

Dad was asked by the radio station, 7LA if he would start a session on 
Sunday evenings. He was able to get a group of singers, and called the session 
“Sunday Hynms and Choruses”. Lily was right behind him. The programme 
started and never looked back. It continued on the ‘air’ for forty odd years . 
Letters flooded in, some asking if he could visit relatives in hospital and he and 
Mum did. He would then send messages to their families living far away. The 
then Govenor of Tasmania, Sir Roland Cross heard the session and was very 
impressed. So much so that Stan was awarded the B.E. in 1955. This came as 
a big surprise, as neither he nor Mum wanted any honours or thanks. It was for 
their Lord they worked. Sadly our loved mother had passed away, but Ray, 
Esrom, Garry, and Phillip went to Government House for the big event. 

It was a sad day when mother suddenly went to be with the Lord. Dad 
was praying. Margaret was able to catch her as she fell. What a loss to our 
family. She was a mother and companion to we girls. Mum had often spoken of 
what a comfort Margaret was toher. Dad felt his loss, but was brave and 
carried on his work. One young woman said to another, “I’m going to watch Mr. 
Forward. He preaches over the air of what it is to love and trust God.” Six 
weeks later she was to say, “There is something in Mr. Forward’s religion, after 
all I saw him walking down the street, head erect, shoulders back”. Stan was 
independant. On one occasion he was going to Elphin Road and Esrom said he 
would take him. I told him he had better think twice on that. He did by saying 
“Dad, I’m going down Erina Street, would that be any help?” “Yes,” said, Dad, 
“T’Il come with you”. 

Stan and Lily celebrated their Golden wedding. Stan would like a big 
affair but Mum wanted quiet. So it was a family dinner with their brothers and 
sisters and was so enjoyable. Elizabeth Street Gospel Hall gave them an evening 
which was really special and left happy memories. 

Stan bought a new Lux Stove and this proved a great help to our mother, 
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but Stan would stoke it up and before long the hot water cylinder would be 
boiling a rare racket! 

Lily and Stan weren’t able to have ahoneymoon. Years later Ray and I 
went to Paradise and Stan took Lily to Melbourne with him. While on this 
business trip the Wynyard friends decided to was a honeymoon for them. 

Stan went out one morning on business and it started raining. Up went his 
unbrella and he was showered with confetti in the heart of the city. They 
travelled to and fro on the steamer, ““Oonah”’. 

Our home was an open home for young to old. Their love for the young 
folk was sincere. Many happy times were spent. As a family we had a loving, 
caring Mother. She enjoyed sewing and always dressed Margaret and I so 
smartly. Many times I’ve known her to sew for poor children who needed 
something nice for a Sunday School Anniversary and so on. 

She had a love for missionaries. Many have stayed in our home often up 
toamonth. Mr. Alfred Mace, a gifted speaker from U.S.A. was a big man and 
his wife so tiny. They stayed for many weeks. These were interesting times, 
hearing of their work in many lands. My mother would care for them so 
lovingly, leaving her tired on their departure. 

She loved her garden and even in winter she seemed able to find flowers 
which she made into posies to take to the hospital with Dad, along with dainty 
dishes to supplement the dull meals of those days. She would then bring home 
the washing for patients who were from the country. She had no washing 
machine like we have today. 

Her interest in the weekly sisters Missionary Class goes back as long as I 
canremember. She made stocking vests to send in parcels, a funny thought 
now, but they were quite nice and so well received from Wynyard. 

She loved the young people. Many evenings at Abbott Street , young 
people gathered for singing, games anda message. She often took young folk 
into the home while they attended high school so as to help them spiritually. 
Later she was to take a much wider interest for young women with Young 
Womens’ Christian Ass., and opening her home once a week for the children’s 
“Bible Hour”. 

With fear and trembling she was the first to put a vase of flowers in the 
Elizabeth Street Gospel Hall. They were very well received and she continued 
on till her “Home call”. This has been continued, and to this day, floral 
arrangements are still bringing much joy to all who gather at Elizabeth Street. 

Dad loved his garden. Any spare vegies or fruit would be taken to elderly 
people in the assembly while Mum loved her flower garden, making posies to 
take to the hospital when visiting. 

Her life was full, a real caring wife and mother. 
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Lily = 9-3-1882 - 7-10-1953 
Stan = 23-1-1877  - 21-12-1963 


Ray = 20-3-1906 - 11-2-84 
Esrom Gerald = 12-1-1918 
Eileen Amelia = 3-11-1908 
Margaret Lillian = 29 - 1926 


The “Forward Four” - Ray, Eileen, Esrom (Bob) and Margaret. 
I would like to make some notes of our family, and this is mainly memories for 
all, but also for all our grand children. 

RAY was ahome-bird. He loved his home and garden,as well as his 
fishing and roast beef each weekend. He married Dorothy Jones at Christ 
Church. They had four children. 

Barbara Janet married Prof. Ian Murfett of Hobart and they have three 
children, Greg, Andrew and Robyn and seven grandchildren. 

Gweneth Ann married Peter Williams of Melbourne and they have 
Meredith, David (dec.), Geoffrey and one grandson. 

Alan Clifford married Vena Curtis. They have three sons and one 
daughter, Cliff, Katherine, Michael and Wilson. He has a heart problem and 
retired early. They live at Perth. 

Roger William was a musical young man. He had one daughter, 
Michelle. He passed away after a long illness, during which he was lovingly 


« cared for by his second wife, Inga. His first wife, Beverley Bailey, was a 


hs ‘Srandaughter of Auntie Jordon. 
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After their family was born, Ray, a caring father, was content to look after 
them, while Dorothy continued her singing. She had a beautiful contralto voice. 
Sometimes she and Stan would sing duets and it was beautiful. 

Ray came into the room as Dorothy was singing a solo on the wireless, 
which was a high cabinet. He found Barbara pulling at the gauze in the wireless 
and asked “What are you doing Mick?” She replied, “I’m looking for my 
mummy and I can’t find her.” 

We often had Ray and Dorothys’ children to stay with us. At two years of 
age Barbara would sing songs and hymns in perfect tune. Ann, though she didn’t 
talk at two, could sing song after song. We loved those children. Roger had 
Pinks Disease. He lived, but never fully recovered and it finally caused his 
death. We had Roger with us for six weeks when Dorothy was in hospital. I 
think the change helped him, but I did thank God when we took him home with 
no ill effects. 

As a boy, Ray went to Sheffield with Grandad one day. On returning he 
said to Arn and Cyril, “My, I pitched Grandad a good yarn today.” Later the 
boys enquired about it. Grandad just said “The blowed young chap just yapped 
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and yapped. I took no notice of him at all”. 

Each Sun morning Ray and Dad would meet in High Street and together 
would gently lift Grandma Forward on to another bed. Ray always telling her 
what a lazy woman she was, yet so gentle with her. Grandma was in her mid 
nineties and always had a smile for Ray. 

Ray didn’t fit in working for Dad in the Shop. Dad said later he would 
never force a child of his again. Ray then went to Sheffield District and worked 
for Robert Duff. He had the first wireless there, a tiny crystal set. He later ’ 
moved back to Launceston and married. 

Ray was clever. He made a little boat for Alan with a motor, unheard of 
in those days. They took it to St. Leonards on the North Esk River and it 
performed beautifully. Later it was laying on a picnic table where people were 
admiring it. Someone asked whose it was. A voice piped up, “It’s mine and my 
Dad made it.” 

Ray loved his dogs. He was gentle. The late Lily Young (crippled with 
arthritis) said she never had anyone so gentle lifting her into her bed or wheel 
chair as he did. He fought a long battle with his health and passed away on 11th 
February, 1981. 

Dorothy later went into a home where she passed away, her beautiful voice 
silent. 

EILEEN and Reginald Shekleton 

I'd like to add a bit about our family and our life. 

I had four years at school in Scottsdale, and only a very short time in 
Wynyard. In those days the usual age to begin school was seven years of age. 

Riding on the handle bars of my Dad’s push bike going to school was when I met 
the Shekletons. They lived across the road. Reg, their only son, had a trike 
smaller than Rays, so I made any excuse was go and mind Mrs. Shek and ride the 
trike. 

Our move to Scottsdale meant a few less trips to Paradise. Ray and I had 
many trips there, especially me, if Mum wasn’t well. We would attend the 
Paradise School. One family lived at Duck Marsh. They left first, and as each 
farm was passed, more children gathered. By the time they reached the Morses it , 
was quite a gathering. They were all such wonderful friends. 

After coming to Launceston where Dad opened his new shop in Brisbane 
Street, we settled in Abbott Street. I went to school at East Launceston, just 
across the street until I became very ill with four and a half months in bed and 
months getting back to normal. How I thank my parents for their love and 
support. It was a couple of years later when Margaret arrived. What joy and 
excitement forme. She was so tiny, but a fighter. To this day I can thank God 
for her love to me. Even now I’m being so cared for with she and Peter’s 
support. 

Years later Reg moved to Sheffield where he and his Dad had a grocery 
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business. They later sold it and his Dad moved to a farm at Roland and Reg to 
Sheffield as a Health Inspector. We were married in York Street Gospel Hall on 
30th November, 1935. It was a beautiful sunny afternoon. Our attendants were 
Mavis Hutchison and Max Alexander. The flower girls were my sister, Margaret 
and Marie Dazeley. While the reception was on, the young folk hunted the city 
for our T model Ford car. They failed to find it. Had they only gone to York 
Street Gospel Hall they would have found it unguarded. (No locked cars in those 
days.) 

We settled in Sheffield. Those were happy years for us both. 

Gwyneth was the first in our family, after being married six years. She 
was a bonny baby and thrilled us. She now lives in Devonport. 

Sharon -Maree, her only daughter, married Stephen Moore. Their 
wedding at the Uniting Church was all it could be, with Olivia a flower girl. It 
was a pretty wedding. 

John married Marilyn Townsend, again a lovely wedding. Sharon was 
flower girl for them. John has had lots of moves within the Post Office. He had 
a break when he was in Vietnam.for one year. Thankfully he returned home 
safely and for this we thank God. On returning home he married and their first 
little girl, Nicola Jane was born. She was such a sweet little girl but had a heart 
condition and lived for only thirteen months, passing away following a major 
heart operation. 

Next came Bruce, followed by the twins, Carole and Catherine. Those 
were very busy days, but wonderful. Later, before they went to Queenstown, 
Olivia arrived to complete their family. Three years later they moved to 
Launceston and at present, John is Northern Postal Manager at the Launceston 
Post Office. 

Marilyn had a serious fall when the railing of their sun deck gave way. 
Thankfully God saw fit to spare her life, and keep her from a wheel chair. 

We are thrilled with our grandchildren and the joy they have brought at the 
time of writing this. Sharon is busy in the Florest Shop, Bruce loves surfing etc., 
Carole and Catherine are in their final year at University, and Olivia is at high 
school. 

Gwyneth is an orchid grower and Marilyn a nurse. 

Gwyneth never crawled, but John made up for them both. He crawled 
into the Ken Dyers lily pond, into the sea at the Bluff. Mum finally got to him 
knee deep in water and John still crawling. How we thanked God that his life 
was saved. He fell into the rapids at the Gorge and was pulled out by his friends. 

Sharon said she really didn’t want to be in Uncle John’s wedding as she 
didn’t know how to put her mouth when having her photo taken. Then, to her 
horror, the week before the event she lost two front teeth and so she was very 
tight lipped on the great day. John and Marilyn were married at the Ulverstone 
Gospel Hall. It was a joyous occasion and a lovely day. 
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Paradise to us all was ‘always there’ till Heather sold up and now lives in 
Sheffield. We miss Paradise. On one visit to Heather and Arns I called John to 
come as we were going home. A voice came from up the yard, “Sorry Mum, I 
can’t hear you”. Afterwards Arn would ask about John’s hearing. 

Sadly our grandchildren have missed out on these happy times at the old 
homes. They were wonderful days and I hold lasting memories of dear old 
Paradise. 

The next event planned is Catherine’s wedding to Marcus Byard on 
December 30th, ’95. 

I would like to thank Gwyneth, John, Marilyn and their families for the 
love and support they have given me. 

ESROM (Bob) and Dulcie 

Our Dad always boasted of being the first Forward born in the year 
(January 23rd) until Esrom arrived on January 12th. Dad said “He has put my 
nose out of joint.” He was a beautiful baby who certainly kept us on our toes. 
Mother was often in despair, no punishment seemed to worry him. At eighteen 
months he refused to pick up a fork from the floor. He finally did and Mum put 
him into bed where he just dropped off to sleep. My poor mother came out and 
sank into the chair, just so weary. Many yarns could be told here, but as he 
started school at East Launceston, his teacher, Miss Minnie Tuffin, came to ask 
help with him. She failed to stop him kissing the girls, so Mum took him to task, 
but he smiled back, “Oh, Mum, they love it.” Many years later, one of those 
girls told me “Yes, we did love it.” 

He grew up a brother to be proud of. He drove his little “Lip stick Liz” 
car. 

During World War 2, he joined the Air Force. How we missed him and 
how we thanked God for his safe keeping and return. His bride- to- be, Dulcie 
Cook of Melbourne was waiting for him. They were married in Kew Baptist 
Church in 1945. Owing to shocking weather, planes were not able to leave 
Western Junction so Mum, Dad and Margaret weren’t able to attend the wedding. 
Esrom and Dulcie were welcomed at Abbott Street on their arrival. How proud 
Esrom was, even to show us Dulcie’s beautifully made underwear. She was 
very clever, and a good home maker and mother. She had a very busy life with 
four boys, but she was capable. She passed away in the Royal Hobart Hospital 
on lst September, 1989 and is sadly missed. 

Esrom still remained in Hobart. Three of their sons live in and about 
Hobart. Gary married Kathy Rundle in a lovely wedding at Devonport. Their 
children are Anna and Clare. Both are very keen on sport. Later Gary married 
Penny Furmage and they live at Sandy Bay. 

Phillip and Kelsey have two sons, Tristan and Jamie. They have both 
enjoyed restoring an old home, like-wise Chris and his Dad. Philip is very keen 
on family history and I hope he will keep it up to date. Christopher and Liz have 
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one little girl, Sarah, a bright happy child. Their wedding was special, being held 
in Esrom and Dulcie’s restored old home and garden in Fitzroy Place. It wasa 
very happy event. Anthony lives in Sydney, but he, like his brothers are a great 
family. He is quiet like his Mum and is a real student. 

Esrom attended the Grammar School as his Dad did, to be followed by 
Gary and Phillip, only Phillip was happy to go back home. Gary remained and 
still loves rowing. 

Phillip was with us when his twin brothers were born. I called him in and 
asked him what his Dad’s phone call was. He hung his head “Two girls?” I told 
him no. His face lit up and shouted out to John. “John, I’ve got two more 
brothers.” He was thrilled. 

Now Esrom has remarried to Jan and what joy and comfort she has 
brought to our brother. We love her and thank God for the love she has shown 
us all. They now live at Sandy Bay. 

MARGARET and Peter McCormack 

It was a cold winter’s evening when Dad walked in, trying not to smile, 
with the wonderful news that I had my long prayer answered. I had a sister at 
long last. Dad was fifty and Mum, forty five years of age.. What joy she 
brought us all and is so loving and caring to this time. Leila Richardson came to 
help in the home while Mum was in hospital. On coming home, she was far 
from well, so I had to learn to help care for this tiny baby who finally decided to 
come good. She was a little fighter. Mum was in bed and Dad thought he 
would take Margaret for a walk. I got her wrapped up in a shawl Mum had 
beautifully made, but poor Dad backed out. “They would laugh at an old codger 
like me”, so it was Margery Forward and I who took her that day. 

The nurse at the hospital told Dad to put her birth in the paper. “No jolly 
fear. I’ve never ever done it.” She explained her reason, and he did it. One 
lady told him, “I read the birth notice, took off my glasses, cleaned them, then re- 
read it and said ‘It is our Mr. Forward’.” She was such a good baby. Mum 
loved sewing for her and dressed her so sweetly. 

It was Margaret who gave me the name of Neenie, but she couldn’t handle 
Esrom till my cousin, Jack Briggs said, “Call him Bob”. She did just that, and 
now he is Bob to all but me. 

Mum often spoke of the comfort she was after I married and moved to 
Sheffield to live. She spend many holidays with us. She finished her schooling 
at Methodist Ladies College and took up typing and shorthand and held good 
office jobs. When our loved mother was taken, she took a part time job and 
cared for Dad. Then Peter McCormack came on the scene. In time they were 
married at the Elizabeth Street Gospel Hall. A beaut and happy occasion. Much 
to Gwyneth’s joy she was a junior bridesmaid with Winnie Nightingale as 
bridesmaid and Noel Dickson as best man. Reg and I were living on Forest Road 
at that time, and having a large home, it was decided to have it open for their 
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friends to come and see them leave for their honeymoon. Aubrey and Kit 
Overton helped me. Kit and I cooked for days. They were wonderful. On 
arrival from the reception we were greeted with one hundred there. It was fun , 
and exciting as the couple left on their honeymoon. 

They returned and lived at Abbott Street caring for Dad. Peter was a real 
son to him. Their family started with Beth, then Michael, but where to put 
Simon, as Abbott Street was bursting its seams. They bought a home and settled 
down when Ruth arrived. I was able to go and stay to help. One day when 
everything at Duke Street was in order, I said I’d take Michael and go over and 
get tea for Dad. When we got to the East Launceston School little Michael 
looked up, his face glowing, “We’re ‘ome”. He loved being there to welcome 
his loved Papa, and Dad was just as thrilled. 

I'd like to mention how thoughtful Peter was to Dad. Before they moved 
out, a woman who was very keen to be the next Mrs. Forward would often come 
and remain for tea. Dad would have to take her home. One night, as usual, Dad 
said “I’ll get the car out and take you”, but up jumped Peter. “No, I’m taking 
Mrs. W. home.” He did and she never came back. Peter understood Dad and 
was So caring. 

Beth was a beautiful baby and was ever a man so proud of his little grand- 
daughter. She was such a comfort to him. She would go with him to Carr Villa 
and chat while he tended Mum’s grave which was a little garden. I owe so much 
to Beth and her husband, John, as they have worked long hours in doing my 
memories. I thank them. Their wedding was at Punchbowl Bible Chapel. 
Carole and Catherine were flower girls and Ruth and Mary as bridesmaids. The 
reception was at W.E.C., St. Leonards. 

Michael was a bonny boy, full of smiles. He also loved his Grand-dad. 
As Duke Street is rather steep, Dad always had a lump of wood to chock the 
wheel. Little Mike rushed out to help with a little cotton reel. 

Simon, the next baby was a very different child. He was as lively as a 
cricket and full of fun. These boys became great mates and still are. They live 
side by side and work together. When Peter’s brother died in Vietnam, the first 
Tasmanian to die, there was much talk of booby traps. Simon thought of our 
John going to Vietnam in his prayer, “Please God, look after John and don’t let 
him fall into any... any.... any ‘lucky dips’.” 

The next in the family is Ruth, another beautiful baby. In later years how 
I thanked God time and again for Ruth and her husband, Gary. She has stood by 
me with so much love during Reg’s illness and home call. Now she, Gary and 
Matthew are in Queensland. She has left a big gap in my life. Their wedding, 
too, was at Punchbowl Bible Chapel and was another joyous occasion with Lanai 
Baker as junior bridesmaid. The reception was at Jessen Lodge at Longford. 

Then there is Mary, the last in the family. She and Fred Baker were 
married at the Punchbow! Bible Chapel as well, and was another happy event. 
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Mary is areal mother, home maker and so like her sisters and mother, so loving 
and thoughtful. They now live at Westbury and are a great family. 

Beth = John Anderson: Kate, Ben and Elyse 

Michael = Susan (Sue) Bird: David 

Simon = Susan Carins: Amy, Laura, Thomas and Jack 

Ruth = Gary Overton: Matthew 

Mary = Fred Baker: Ashley, Lanai, Melanie, Luke, Joshua and Amelia 
Michael and Sue were married in the chapel at Archers Manor and Simon and 
Susan at Newstead Baptist Church, with Melanie as a flower girl. 


ELLA BEATRICE = CHARLES DAZELEY 

Ella and Charl were married on 12th January, 
1909 under the old cherry tree at Paradise five years after 
Lily and Stan. It was my first visit to Paradise, then two 
months old. I wore the family baby gown. 

Lily and Ella both had birthdays on March 9th, 
Ella being two years younger. They were very close 
sisters but not alike. Lily was more timid, while Ella out 
spoken such as the time Grandma went to kill a fowl and 
Ella piped up “I wouldn’t kill one for anyone.” Lily 
backed her up but Ella stood her ground, only to be told 
she had to do the deed while Lily held the chook down. They did it. 

Stan and Charl would often chip each other as to who got the best of these 
wives. Stan, of course, came out on top. He got in first and picked the best. 
Charl was a school teacher and lived down south and travelling by train was not 
easy. We mainly saw them at Christmas time, unless we visited them. Bothwell 
was their first home. I remember going there. It was an old settlement with 
beautiful old homes and buildings. 

On one occasion when we were there, Charl had six big girls kept in at 
school. His desk and stool were very high. The desk had two cupboards and a 
gap between. He was teasing these girls, swinging on the back legs of this high 
stool till suddenly it slipped and Charl shot through the gap in his desk. The girls 
sat terrified till Charl got up and grinned and they burst into laughter. He told 
them to go home. They had the best of the joke. 

Four of their family lived at Bothwell. 
DOROTHY the the eldest, a sturdy girl and always glum if a camera was about. 
EDNA was a gentle little girl. 
ERROL, a jolly boy. He had his own way in making us laugh with his funny 
sayings. 
HEDLEY who was another baby with heart problems. 
MARIE was to come at a later date at Kingston. 

Once, when Dorothy had a loose tooth, Charl said “Let me have a look at 
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it.” She opened her mouth and the tooth fell into Charl’s hand. Dorothy, not 
knowing said “Don’t you pull it Dad” several times. Then she looked down and 
saw the tooth and burst out crying “You hurt me, you did, you did.” 

Charl was moved to Kingston. Hedley was so ill. He lived for four and a 
half years. His body didn’t grow but he was a bright little fellow. Ella would 
take him out, wrapped in a shawl and people would be amazed when this bundle 
of joy started talking. He would have heart turns if he cried, so in Ella and 
Charl’s eyes he was spoilt, but he wasn’t he was loved. 

Ella became very old and tired caring for him. Charl would sing to him 
by the hour to give Ella time to do her work. It was a hard battle. 

On one occasion the other three children were fighting and Ella said “What 
will I do with them?” Her face lit up, “I'll shut them up till they can smile” 

Well Errol didn’t get inside the door before he was all smiles and tore outside. 
Dorothy was soon out. The time dragged on and on and no sign of Edna. After 
one and a half hours Ella said to me “What will I do now?” I said “You can’t 
leave her any longer. Bring her out.” She did, with that dear little sad face. So 
Ella decided that was a most unfair punishment. 

One day Errol was home from school - said he had a tummy ache. Ella 
wasn’t at all sure as it had happened before, so she reached for the bottle of castor 
oil and said “I'll give him a dose. It may cure the pain. We will wait and see.” 
Errol saw the bottle and spoon and gave one long leap from one end of the bed to 
the other. Whether it was the thought of oil or the leap we never knew but Errol 
went to school. 

Dorothy, Errol and Edna wanted a baby brother after loosing little Hedley 
so they started to pray for another baby boy. Two of their friends wanted a sister 
and a brother arrived. Errol came in and said to Edna, “Ed, if God dodged Peg, 
He could dodge us, so let’s pray for sister.” And a sister they got in the arrival of 
Marie. They loved her never-the-less. 

Dorothy married Robert Mitchelson at the Methodist Church, Westbury 
and they had two children, Edna and Robert Junior. Dorothy still lives in the old 
home at Westbury, alone there now. Sadly, she had poor health and is not able to 
do some of her lovely craft work, but she can tatt and does lovely oil paintings. 
The welcome there is just the same. Edna and Seaton have three sons, one 
daughter and two grandchildren. Robert and Shirley live across the paddock and 
have one daughter, Joanne and one son, Robert. Edna was never robust and after 
a long illness, she passed away at twenty one years of age. _ Ella lovingly cared 
for her, as she did with Hedley. She was brave. At this time Charl was teaching 
at Westbury after some time at Sheffield, so we saw more of them. On retiring 
they moved to Devonport. 

Errol married Jessie McCulloch and they have one daughter, Marrilyn and 
three grand-daughters. Errol was always a bright boy. He saw Arn one morning 
without his hat and in his drowl voice said “Uncle Arn, you better put on a hat or 
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you will get asun-set”. He is three months younger than Esrom (Bob). He has 
to be careful because of heart problems. They live at Oaks. 

Marie, a school teacher, lived in Launceston for many years. In later 
years, and having health problems, she came back to Westbury where she now 
has a dear little unit. It is the first home she has ever had. It’s all so neat and not 
far from Dorothy. Marie goes to and fro to Melbourne to be with her friend 
Ruth, or Ruth comes over to visit her. 

When Marie was coming Charl teased Ella a lot about her having twins. 
One morning a telegram came to Mum worded, “Only Grace arrived this 
morning. Love Charl.” 

I have wonderful memories of this family and their love. Charl was to go 
first. Ella remained in their home at Devonport, till she, too, passed away 
suddenly. She is so sadly missed. She was a special aunt to us. 

The Christmas after my mother’s death, Ella left her family and came and 
had the time with us, as she knew how we would miss our loved mother. This 
was just one of the very kind and thoughtful acts she would do. 

We had the pleasure of a visit from Dorothy and Bob not long before he 
passed away. He decided to sleep on a narrow bed in our spare room. We were 
worried as Bob was a big man. On enquiring how he slept the next morning he 
answered, “The best night I have had for a very long time.” We miss Bob still, 
and it is sad to see Dorothy’s health worsening. 

Charl loved singing. At one time, while living at Kingston, he sang a solo 
at the Keswick Convention and a young man, Len Winn, was converted during 
the solo. Sadly Len was taken suddenly home very soon afterwards. 

Ella and Charl were cheered somewhat at the letters received after Edna’s 
death, so many relating to her what a help Edna had been to them spiritually. 

She was such a gentle, sweet girl and loved by everyone. 

Once Dad asked Errol where Dorothy’s boy-friend lived. “Down the 
bitamen”. “What about Edna? “ “Up the bitamen”. “Where is yours?” 
“Across the bitamen”, but he didn’t marry that lass but chose Jessie, who was so 
welcomed. 

Those happy days are past, but I have great memories of our loved uncle, 
aunt and their family. 


Ella = 9-3-1884 - 20-2-1955 


IVY BERYL = PHIL MOSS 

Auntie Ivy was an out-standing woman. She was 
loved by everyone who knew her, yet in her young days, 
Mum often remarked on how Grandma despaired of what Ivy F 
would be in later life. She would take the present baby in : 
an old pram and tear down the old Paradise Road, a rough 
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hill, with pigtails flying out and Grandma wondering if she would see this baby 
again. She was untidy. (Well this did help my poor mother when I was an 
untidy child). As Ivy grew up she became a better house keeper and a more tidy 
person you couldn’t find. Her main object in life was caring for missionaries. 
This happened more times than I can remember. After Ruby’s wedding she still 
cared for Grandad, even though Phillip Moss had come on the scene. Things 
weren’t going to well on Grandad’s side, so he had a talk to Lily. “I’se don’t 
like that little fellow”. “Why”, asked Lily. “He’s hanging around after Ivy.” 
Lily told him not to worry, she is just caring for a sick, worn out missionary. He 
replied, “I’se knows a thing a two, I’se does.” He certainly did, but they didn’t 
marry till six months after his death. 

The four sisters were still in deep mourning attire, black from head to foot 
for Grandad. 

Ella, just having lost little Hedley, looked so thin and old, and Mum was 
nearly as bad having nursed me till the doctor said she was to go to the wedding 
at Sheffield and he would come up twice a day to see me. A nurse from the 
U.S.A. came to take charge, so off she went, taking Bob with her. 

Ivy broke the rule and wore a creamy outfit, while the others remained in 
black (awful). A snap proves they look dismal. (after six months, you could 
then have a little white trimming to relieve the full black.) 

Ivy was soon to leave for Queensland where she and Phil served the Lord 
till her sudden home call. Their first mode of travelling was on push bikes, no 
sealed roads, and all their belongings strapped on their bikes. Phil has shown 
Reg & I places where they have slept overnight. It was just open country and I 
wonder what they slept on. You only had to mention Ivy’s name up north and 
you at once knew how she was so loved. She could go into any home and take 
charge if it was needed because of sickness or death. They were so loved by 
one family, that they named their children after them - two daughters , Ivy and 
Beryl and a son Phillip. 

Reg & I saw a lot up north with Phil as a guide. We saw the first ‘Camp 
site’, a shed with an earth floor with a few benches and the remains of an old 
oven/stove. There was not one comfort. Water was carried from a creek. I 
think of our camp sites today with all the mod. cons. Ivy cooked, washed and 
helped Phil on the spiritual side. Phil later bought a motor bike and side car but 
all the assemblies up north decided they should have some comfort, so it was a 
van. How thrilled they were. In later life they had a large van in the back yard 
of the Cairns Gospel Hall. This was a boom to them. Ivy could cook, wash and 
so on in the canopy and rooms next to the van. This kept the van a little cooler. 
They were a most generous couple. 

On one occasion they were visiting Tasmania and staying with Ruby and 
Eric when Peter and Margaret had an accident at Penguin. Margaret was very 
shaken and was laying on our couch, the five children all upset, though not hurt. 
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We were at sixes and sevens the next day and in walked the Moss’, laden up with 
all sorts of goodies, such as cream buns. It saved our day. The family forgot all 
about the accident and enjoyed their party. That was Ivy and Phil. Ivy 
understood children and they loved her. 

One morning Phil got up to make a cup of tea and took it to his loved Ivy, 
but she had passed away in her sleep. It was a real blow to Phil. Her grave is in 
Malanda. Possibly there is no one now to care for it. Phil kept it clean and tidy 
faithfully. 

At one time Phil and Ivy, Rhoda Pullen and Mrs. Beck had their photo 
taken together with Ivy in the middle. Phil sent a photo to his parents. His 
mother wrote back. “Phil, if you are thinking of marrying, pick the middle one”. 
He did. They were married in the Gospel Hall out West Kentish Road, by the 
Rev. Heaven and the reception was at Paradise. 

Ivy was a great comfort to us when our mother went so suddenly. She 
made no fuss, but just took over the home. There was only one Auntie Ivy. 

Phil still remained up north, coming to see us from time to time. He re- 
married Ina King, a widow, and they worked together for some time, finally 
coming to Devonport to live where we saw a lot of them. 

I’ll always remember Phil’s death. He looked at me, then looked at Ina, 
turned his head and looked up and his face shone as he said “Lord”. He at last 
saw his Lord whom he and Ivy served for so many years together. Ina now lives 
in a nursing home in Smithton. 

Ivy was special, she always had time to talk to you, and also to her 
missionaries guests. She and Ruby would ride their bikes to missionary class. I 
have a photo taken of that group, now all gone. 


Ivy Beryl = 30-5-1887 - 23-4-1971 
Phillip = died 25-11-1983 


IRA GRANVILLE = LIL KING 

The late Bill Robert-Thompson said to his wife, 
Mavis, “Pray for me as I conduct Ira Morse’s funeral 
that I will know when to stop. I could go on and on.” 
He was a great visitor and truly loved by all. I’m not 
sure at what age he went to Boat Harbour, but I 
remember him at the old home. He loved his 
potatoes, mashed with a lump of butter and swimming 
in milk. He was gentle with his bullock team he’d 
trained. He was a careful, loving uncle. On going to 
Boat Harbour, he married Lily May King at the Gospel 
Hall. It was a big event for me and Lily’s little sister, 
Eileen as we were cushion bearers. We wore dainty 


ae 


shadow lace frocks. I have recently passed mine on to Ira and Lil’s little grand- 
daughter, Josephine Morton. Other attendants were Ruby Morse, Bern King, 
Rhub King and Arn Morse. The high-light was hired cabs from Burnie which 
was something new to that area. It was such a thrill. 

They had a home in that area, where Laurie and Alden were born. Then 
Ira took his family to Preolenna, into the bush. What few comforts Lily would 
have, but she stood behind Ira. They started services and Nancy has told me 
how her mother cooked all day Saturday, meat, sweets, cakes and bread, so as to 
be able to invite any that came to the service for a meal. An assembly was 
formed and continued until 1994 when it closed, due to family leaving the district 
or passing away. From that small assembly so many of the family have been 
serving the Lord. 

Esrom and Val (nee Kackett)are still going into lonely areas with the 
plane, visiting lonely Christians and winning many for the Lord. Nancy and Roy 
Austin had many years in New Guinea and are now still in service for the Lord in 
North Queensland. Their daughter, June and her husband, Brian Wilson, have 
just come to Launceston to live after serving the Lord for years. Rosemary and 
Richard Morton are at the Missionary Tidings office. 

My Dad used to take Scripture classes in the county. At one school the 
Roman Catholic priest forbade his children to attend. The head master, a 
Catholic, told Dad he was sorry about it, but on talking, he mentioned Preolenna. 
Dad said, “Would you know, Ira Morse is my brother-in-law.” The man gripped 
Dad’s hand and said “He is the whitest man I have ever known. You will have 
those children back next visit.” And they were too. What a testimony. 

Ira was a bright visitor and this has been carried on by Cliff, Laurie and 
Cliff's son, Tim. They have given us many visits and have been a big help to 
me. 

It was a sad day for Ira when Lily passed away. She had been a 
wonderful wife and mother. He was later to marry again to Lily May King, sister 
-in-law to his Lily. This proved to be a blessing to him. He once asked Dad 
why he didn’t remarry. Dad’s reply was, “You found another Lily, but I never 
did.” 

Ira, like his brothers and sisters, passed away suddenly. It was a big blow 
to the family and to all who knew him. 

I once broke a doll in their home. To me it was a sad moment and more 
so when I got a smack for being careless. 

As the years passed we had to move from Devonport to Launceston and 
I'd like to thank Laurie for all he did for Reg and I. Enid’s health causes many 
problems, yet she is so bright always. 

Laurie married Enid Wilson they live at Devonport. They have three children. 

Warren = Kathy with three sons and one daughter. 

Dereck = Helen, with three children 
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Rosemary = Richard Morton ,with three daughters. 
They now have great grandchildren to love. 
Alden married Hilda, and have four boys and one girl. Their home is in Wynyard 
and Al has just retired from his Barbers shop after long years. 
Clifton married Dorothy remained in Preolenna all his life. He was another 
wonderful visitor and up to his sudden death, lived and worked for his Lord and 
family. He was greatly missed. His funeral spoke of the high esteem in which 
he was held. His wife, Dorothy, remained in their home until recently when she 
moved to live in Wynyard. They have a family of four. 
Tim = married Janet Atkinson and they have three children. 
Rodney = married Maureen Reeve. 
ANA? 2.90 ee... 


Neville married Dorothy Lingand lived in South Australia for many years so we 
were not able to see them often. He was a fine man and after their marriage they 
had two daughters. Neville died very suddenly. 


Deaths: 

Lillian May King 26-9-1955 

Ira Granville 3-10-1889 - 15-4-1967 aged 77 
Neville Frederick 7-12-1979 

Clifton King 9-2-1989 aged 70 


CLIVE SPICER = NELLIE KIRKCALDY 

Clive and Nellie were married at the West Kentish Gospel Hall, a double 
wedding with Nellie’s sister, Ella marrying Bert Young. It was a happy event. 
One thing I remember was the new outfit I wore. World 
War 1 had just ended and material was hard to buy. 
With nothing on hand to fit Esrom out, Mum found a 
holland blind in the shop so he was arrayed in a much 
admired sailor suit made from this blind. 

Clive and Nellie lived in Paradise until they 
bought a farm on Claude Road. I’ve had many happy 
holidays there. They only had one son, Frank. Nellie 
dressed this pretty little boy beautifully. She was clever 
at dressmaking. 

Frank had a bad fall and broke his elbow. The 
doctor set it, but when the plaster came off he couldn’t 
move it up or down. Later he had an operation in Launceston and was then able 
to raise his arm but no downward movement. This was a big concern for Clive 
and Nellie. At the time of Frank’s operation, diptheria was raging in Launceston. 
Nellie went home for a few days, but those days extended into weeks. She got 
the dreaded illness and it was weeks before she returned to get Frank. 
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On the death of Nellie’s sister-in-law, leaving three little girls motherless, 
Nellie and Clive took the middle girl, Jean into their home. She was a lovely 
child and is now so highly respected down the Huon. 

Clive and Nellie were guests at our wedding, and seeing a place for sale 
suitable for a market garden, decided to buy it as their farm was very hilly and 
Frank not able to do heavy farm work. And so they moved to Muddy Creek on 
the West Tamar. We had many happy visits to that home. They later moved to 
Riverside. 

Frank married Dorothy Ritchardson, a cousin of Leila’s. She had the 
Sunny Bray Nursing Home in Mary Street, Launceston. It’s been ‘home’ to 
many elderly people. 

Frank loved his wireless and recording. It was a great interest for him. 

Clive passed away after being very unwell for some time. He was a 
tireless worker for the new Gospel Hall at Riverside, likewise Nellie. She 
endeared herself to everyone. Nellie’s garden and flowers were a great help to 
her when Clive died. 

Clive didn’t approve of so many girls casting their eyes on Arn and told 
him so. Arn quietly reminded him that while he was still engaged to a N.W. 
Coast lady, he was taking a lot of notice of Nellie. Clive was speechless. 

They had a very smart horse and trap. Travelling in Sheffield weather in 
these open traps and buggies wasn’t very pleasant. Nellie made all her clothes. 

Clive, Arn and Cyril gave me some teasing. They watched from the 
granary steps as I tore down the orchard with a broody hen after me, yelling their 
heads off, telling me after I’d make a good farmers wife if I wasn’t frightened of 
bulls and broody hens. 

Another time they made me watch them kill a pig. I was dumped into a 
dray and told to remain there. They did the deed, to my horror, but when 
Grandma came out and saw what had taken place, they never repeated that again 
after she dealt with them. 

Nellie and Frank have both passed away. Dorothy and Frank had three 
children, Miriam, Kevin and Heather. She has now lost her eye sight. 


Clive 19-5-1892 - 9-11-58 
Nellie died 30-6-79 


RUBY MABEL = ERIC LORD 

Ruby was a loved Aunt, but very different to her sisters, who never argued 
with their mother. Ruby would. Lily and Ella were never allowed to have the 
sitting room to spend time with Stan and Charles, but Ruby stood firm. On Eric’s 
cisit a fire was brightly burning for the evening together. 

Ruby was married to Eric Lord at Paradise by the Rev. Heaven! Their 
wedding was at the Gospel Hall at West Kentish. Win Lord (Dyer) was 
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bridesmaid, I was junior bridesmaid and Arn was best man. 

Their main interest was missionaries and they 
entertained many. They loved going to conferences and 
rarely missed one. 

The wedding of Brian Morse and Heather Overton we 
well remember. Ruby and Eric were to come to us in 
Ulverstone and then travel with us to the wedding. They were 
late arriving, then Ruby had to change her shoes and odd bits. 
We finally got away and Reg travelled very fast. Ruby hung 
on to the door handle and Eric was looking startled. We arrived at Sheffield at 
the same time as the brides car. Ruby had to change her beads and we went into 
the church just ahead of the bride. 

Ruby hated cats. I’ve seen her kick a cat, sending it flying through the air, 
but her love for her nieces and nephews was great. I look back to many kind acts. 

Her paintings and craft work were lovely. 

Eric had a long, painful illness. Ruby lovingly cared for him. He was so 
patient. Having one leg amputated made it hard for them both. One night he fell 
out of bed and Ruby tried to get him back but failed. She remembered her many 
sized stools, so she got Eric on to the lowest, then next size and finally to the 
chair and rolled him into bed. She made a cuppa and filled their hot water bags 
and went back to bed for a short sleep. On going to see Eric on waking he 
smiled at her and said “And what kind of a night did you have, dear?” The event 
was forgotten. 

On one visit Sharon was with us. Eric so loved Sharon, and she loved 
him. He called her ‘his little woman’. He would eat more if Sharon fed him. 
We took Sharon to the hospital to see Eric just before he died. Children weren’t 
usually allowed to visit but the sister saw her and said “She loves him, I can see. 
Take her in”. When poor Eric saw her his face lit up and he said “My dear little 
woman.” 

They celebrated their Golden Wedding at our home. Lots of people came 
and it was a happy occasion. Eric seemed to be free of pain. The Mitchelsons 
and Dazeleys came the next day, a day to remember. The following day Eric was 
in dreadful pain. It proved our prayers were answered for the two special days. 
After a few days they returned home and it was hospital , where he passed away 
some weeks later. 

Ruby remained in the home, but she became very nervous and began 
hiding things. She often came out with us but she wanted always to go home. 
Reg rang her and said we would be over to see her, which pleased her. One and 
a half hours later we arrived and I walked in to find Ruby had passed away. She 
had fallen on to the cast iron hob in the fire. In God’s goodness the logs of wood 
had parted and there were no flames, otherwise there would have been a fire. It’s 
hard even now, to realize the shock, but like most of her brothers and sisters, she 
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was taken suddenly and we thank God for this, rather than being left to suffer. 
She left a big gap in our lives, the last of the family of George and Amelia. 


Ruby 28-7-1894 - 24-6-1977 


ARNOLD REUBEN = MABEL = HEATHER 

To me, Arn was an uncle and brother. I loved him, as did many others. 
My mother often told me how proud Grandma was of this bonny baby with curly 
hair. She could enjoy this baby more, as the older girls 
were able to take on many household duties. Arn loved 
babies. When the Dazeleys would come with a baby, at 
bath time, Arn always appeared and would say, “I love 
their little fat backs.” 

He had many lady friends but he was never 
serious with any. He would receive many letters, read 
them and toss them up on the mantle piece for anyone to 
read if so desired. At one time Mum was nursing Esrom 
and five or six of these young women were admiring 
him when along comes Grand-dad. As he passed he 
said, “Oh, they like him, as they do his Uncle Arm.” Arne 
My the girls gave him dark looks, but it was true. 

After Ivy’s wedding, Arn and Cyril had a house keeper, Miss Wootten and 
she cared for them until Cyril married. Then Arn married Mabel Fitzpatrick from 
Roland. One time he was riding his motor bike with Mabel on the back and he 
wondered why she didn’t answer him, but Mabel had fallen off. He found her 
safe and sitting on the bank waiting for him. They were a happy couple. There 
was so much joy when little Doreen arrived. She was a beautiful little girl with 
sO many quaint ways. Sadly, Mabel became ill and was not able to care for 
Doreen (Deenie), so she went to live with Eric and Ruby. They loved her. Then 
an accident happened. Deenie’s eye was caught with a pitch fork, and in a few 
days she was dead. 

Mum came to stay with Arn and Mabel. When the sad news came, Mabel 
looked at Mum and said, “Lily, it brings heaven closer.” She knew she would 
soon join her little daughter. 

After Mabel died, Arn went back to Cyril and Ella. They were wonderful 
to him. 

After a time a new school teacher came to Paradise and Arm soon had eyes 
for Heather MacRae, the little girl I knew so many years before. They were 
married on 4th November, 1939 at Moe in Victoria and how she was welcomed 
to the family. Our children grew up together. There were many trips to and fro 
our homes. 
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It was at Heather’s I celebrated my seventieth birthday. It was a real 
Morse gathering, and such a special day for me. 

Their daughter, Edna, became very ill with Pinks Disease. It was very 
distressing, but thankfully, her life was spared. On the day that Ed was born it 
was bitterly cold and I can see Arn coming in to my warm kitchen trying not to 
smile. (the poor man had mumps). He was again a father of a bonny baby girl. 

Their home was always an open door and a real welcome given. Deenie’s 
photo hung on the wall. 

We had a wonderful trip up to Queensland together. Ivy had only passed 
away a short time before, but Phil was in Brisbane and we even paid a visit to 
Long Reach to see Es and Val. Es took us for a flight around the area. We had 
another happy holiday at St. Helens. The men folk loved fishing. Edna married 
Eric McCormack and they have a family of three, Joanne, Dianne and Alan. 

Peter was in a hurry to arrive. He did so at Barrington on the side of the 
road in their car. He grew to be a bonny boy. He married Evie Landis from 
U.S.A. They have a family of four, David, Kerry, Carole and Sarah. 

Russell was a happy baby and we have many happy memories of early 
days. He married Mary in Devonport. It was a happy occasion. They had one 
son, Brett. Later Russell married Sally Breen and they have two sons, Sam and 
Joshua. 

The last in the family was Christine, a bright little girl; Arn’s family was 
complete and he was happy. Chris met David Brunt from New Zealand and a 
wedding date was fixed. Heather was writing out wedding invitations when she 
heard a loud bang. She told me she knew it was Arn, our dearly loved uncle 
gone from us. Bravely the wedding was held in Alan Dyers garden and was very 
enjoyable. They made their home at Boat Harbour. I liked their strawberry 
farm and comfortable home. There was always such a welcome. They have two 
sons, Phillip and Alan. 

Heather now lives in Sheffield near Peter and Evie. After selling 
“Hilltop”, she was the last Morse to leave Paradise, leaving me with a host of 
happy memories. She turned eighty on June 28th and celebrated with a very 
enjoyable family day at Eric and Edna’s home. 


Arnold 10-6-1897 - 19-9-1974 
Mabel died 1936 
Doreen died June 1953 
Heather June 1915 
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CYRIL BADEN POWELL = ELLA 

Cyril was another uncle like brother to me. We had 
such happy times together. Cyril, like his brothers and 
sisters had holidays each year. Later, family members 
would travel to Melbourne. Cyril would return home and 
give the family his news in one evening. Not so Arn, his 
news came over many days, much to Grand-dad’s 
disapproval. “That blowered Arn, he gives us bits now, 
then them like pennies slowly dropping from his pocket, 
while Cyril tells us everything.” 

Cyril had only one girl friend, Ella Dyer. Their 
friendship started at school, and they were married at the West Kentish Gospel 
Hall, with the reception at Ella’s home, “Cloverdale” It me it was very special. 
It was my first outing after being ill. It was a lovely day, Ella looked beautiful 
and Cyril was so proud of his bride. Lila Morse was bridesmaid, Enid Dyer 
junior bridesmaid and Arn, the best man. 

We, as a family, stayed on at Paradise while Cyril and Ella went to 67 
Abbott Street for thier honeymoon. A young lad was living with us while going 
to high school. He went to stay with my aunts while we were away. He went 
back to Abbott Street on Monday morning to get a needed book for school and he 
found every light on in the house. Thankfully he didn’t open the spare room 
door. Neither Cyril or Ella were used to electric lights. 

Ella and Cyril settled in to the old home. We expected changes, but it 
wasn’t so. We were all so welcomed. Family gatherings were still held at 
Christmas. Words can’t describe how all the family appreciated that. After Reg 
and I were married it was still the same, an open home. How] loved it. They 
had two children. 

Audrey married Trevor Neasey. That, too, was a happy wedding. 
Margaret Forward and Win Dyer were bridesmaids. They have two sons, 
Graeme and Adrian, and four daughters, Cheryl, Janene, Anthea and Reenie. 

Varley married Ella McMurry in Brisbane. Arn, Heather and Ed, who 
was a bridesmaid, travelled there for the occasion. Russell and Chris stayed with 
us. As John was sick, Russell was at a loose end, and asked if he could go to 
Kenny Belot. It was cracker time and he was told he could go, but was not to 
take crackers. Well he did just that, a pocket full and they ignited in his pocket 
causing third degree burns. Thankfully Heather came home that night and Reg 
was able to help Russell till Heather returned home next morning to her own 
doctor in Sheffield. 

Varl and Ella returned from Brisbane via Launceston. Ruth and Frank 
Ellis arranged an evening for them. It was bitterly cold. Dad and I went and 
there was the poorest of a fire in the lounge. The bridegroom tried his best to get 
some warmth every time the Ellis’ left the room. 
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There are two sons in their family. Richard was another ‘heart baby’. At 
four and a half years of age he had a major heart operation and we were thankful 
to God for answered prayer. His life was spared. He married a Queenslander, 
Beth McCormack, and finally went there to live with their two daughters. It was 
soon to be another operation for Richard. Again, God spared his life and to late, 
he seems so well. 

Allan lives in Sydney and we haven’t been able to find a wife for him yet. 
He loves travelling and is, at this time in Alaska. 

Cyril had been in hospital when the phone rang. It was to tell Ella her 
loved Cyril had died suddenly. She just screamed and was never again heard to 
sing, her voice died with Cyril. Such memories are left of this great uncle. 

After a time Ella moved to Burnie to be near Audrey and Trevor but osteo- 
arthritis had started and she battled for some time, but was soon to become an 
invalid. She suffered so but you never heard her complain. She had a welcome 
smile, always. She loved reading. 

It was then a move to Wynyard Hospital where she was so cared for, but 
how lonely she must have been. 

Easter was close and Graeme Neasey was being married at Hobart, so we 
decided to take our caravan to Wynyard and spend the time with Ella. On Good 
Friday we asked her if she would come for a drive to Yolla. Finally she agreed. 
Arriving there, she went into Elsie, with Les and Reg’s help. How she loved 
that. So much so, we all had the Saturday up there. Sunday, we had tea with 
Aud and Trevor. What a great weekend. From then on, we had many trips to 
Yolla. Ella said, on returning home after one trip, “I wish I could go on and on 
and on.” How shut in she was. Reg made a frame to carry Ella in. 

She later had another move to be near Varley and Ella. That was her last 
move. Our wonderful, caring aunt was called ‘Home’. 

Edna has told me how she loved to go to Auntie Ella’s on a cooking 
morning. When it came to bread making she would always do a special little loaf 
for Ed. 

Varley has retired. What achange for him. Audrey has osteo-arthritis 
now, and has had two operations. She battles along, and suffers a lot, but like 
her Mum, is always so bright. She knits for the Romanian Christians. 

Sadly, only Heather is left of happy memories of Paradise and our 
Grandparents and their loved family and their Christian testimony as it is being 
passed down to this generation. May it continue to His Glory. 


Cyril 18-5-1900 - 9-5-1965 
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My sincere thanks to Beth and John. 
I know many will enjoy reading of our loved 
Grandparents, Aunts and Uncles. 
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